MARCHING ALONG THE SANDS

own camel edging that way, never imagining that she smelt
water, but supposing that she fretted after a particular
companion in one of the other parties, for camels that have
been reared together, whether or not of the same sex, find
separation irksome.

'Are you quite sure it is water ?' I had said a little testily,
for we had already been six hours in the saddle and our
halting place was said to be three hours ahead.

*Isqut>* replied Nukhaiyir, which in other parts of
Arabia is an imperative order to 'shut up/ but here has the
idiomatic meaning of 'without doubt.' We soon breasted a
rise in the plain to see our party beneath us upon a stony
outcrop with the camels' long necks stretched down, and
themselves frantically scooping handfuls of water into their
water-skins. My thirst soon had me on my hands and knees
beside them, with my parched lips in the saucers of the
rocky floor; and very sweet the collected rain-drops tasted,
after the water of our march, which had been sand-coloured
or pestiferously green to begin with, and had acquired the
taste of rank meat from its churning day after day in goat
skins 'cured5 in crude Badawin fashion. There were times
when I elected to go thirsty, though the stuff was whole*
some enough, and I have never suffered any serious ill-
effects from drinking it, despite my never having taken
measures to doctor my water on any desert journey; there is
neither time nor opportunity for such refinements.

And now Tha'ailib, a Bait Kathiri, in a high, reedy voice
raised again the lyric that had cheered the morning's march
while his companions showed they knew and loved it by
joining in, either one by one, in a duet, or together, making
some last phrase of a line into a chorus.

I translated it at the time to run: